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“THE MODERN (Athletic) ATHENS.” 
Another Championship for “Culchaw’d” Boston, 
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COMSTOCK AND THE GAMBLERS. 





Mr. ANTHONY Comstock isa great and 
good man—how good and how great prob- 
ably no one realizes but Mr. Anthony Com- 
stock himself. He is ‘‘ down on” vice, with 
a bitter and undying downness, and being 


armed with all the powers of the virtuous | 


law, he usually contrives to make it very 
warm for vice when he is brought into con- 
tact with it. He also generally contrives to 
make more or less of a fool of himself in the 
process. For vice, pursued by law, is a shy 
bird, and must be stalked with all the pre- 
caution that skilled hunters adopt in pursu- 
ing the wariest game, or else vice is very apt 
to turn up missing just as its adversary is 
ready to lay his hand on it. But quietude 
of proceedings is repugnant to the instincts 
of Mr. Anthony Comstock. His expansive 
soul yearns for publicity; his pleasant pas- 
tures are those that lie in the strong glare of 
newspaper notoriety. + He likes to move to 
sound of the drum; he prefers to hunt vice 
to the inspiriting music of a brass band, and 
to summon it to surrender with the blare of 
trumpets. He is anxious to overthrow gamb- 
ling by the same means by which the Israel- 
ites of old levelled the walls of Jericho name- 
ly, by marching round them and shouting. 
But vice, as we remarked above, is a shy 
bird and easily scared. When it hears Mr. 
Comstock’s stentorian voice from afar it seeks 
some secluded nook in its native jungle, and 
there waits patiently till the trouble is over. 


So, as a hunter of vice, Mr. Comstock has 














not been conspicuously successful. 
cent raid on 
in point. 


three States of New York, New Jersey and 


Pennsylvania who did not know that such a 


raid was contemplated. They knew the day, 
the hour and the manner of the raid. Mr. 
Comstock’s love of publicity had had full 
sway and he marched to the attack with 
trumpets blowing and banners flying. But 
he accomplished nothing. The wary birds 
had flown; pool-selling continued, but it 
was where Mr. Comstock could not touch it. 
So he and his myrmidons returned empty- 
handed, and the gamblers resumed their 


avocation unmolested, laughing in their 
sleeves at Mr. Anthony Comstock and his 


memorable “ still hunt.” 


KELLY HIMSELF AGAIN. 


EVERYTHING is lovely and Tammany 
hangs high. To be sure, there are those 


who complain that the wigwam has been 
ignored, and certainly twenty-four seats is 
not much when compared with the number 
allotted to the ‘‘ hay-loft and cheese-press” 
Democracy, but still twodozen is two dozen, 
and, manipulated by John Kelly, they will 
count. Probably the arrangement is as nearly 
a harmonious one as could have been secur- 
ed—as our esteemed contemporary, the Her- 
ald, (which THE JUDGE really does esteem 
when it is content to let war maps alone) 
pertinently remarks, harmony may be defin- 
ed as a condition of things in which every- 
body gets something and nobody gets enough. 
At Buffalo the New York city quarrel was 
decided by the Convention giving the Coun- 
ty Democracy thirty-eight seats, Tammany 
twenty-four and Irving Hall twelve. But, 
despite his minority, John Kelly probably 
knows exactly what he wants to do and how 
he means to do it. After all, a Boss is a 
boss if he commands no more than a dozen, 
and Kelly’s two dozen, it is safe to predict, 
will make their presence felt at the Conven- 
tion tothe great glory and profit of their 
chief, John Kelly. 


BOSTON’S NEW DEPARTURE. 


For many years ‘“‘ The Hub” has been rec- 
ognized as the hot-bed of American culture— 
they call it culchaw there—and Boston liter- 
ature. Boston critics and Boston artists 
have been worshipped as immaculate and in- 
fallible throughout the length and breadth 
of Massachusetts, and in afew cases their 
names have attained to an even wider celeb- 
rity. But latterly the ‘‘ Hub” has yearned 
for new worlds to conquer and has success- 
fully justified its claim to be regarded as the 
home of physical as well as of mental cul- 
ture. Bostonians have remembered that it 

yas the sturdy arms of her citizens who un- 
loaded the tea ships so promptly and effect- 
ually, and precipitated that little difficulty 
with England which we still celebrate with 
much effusive patriotism and more or less 








His re- 
Coney Island furnishes a case 
There was not a gambler in the 


consumption of malt and spirituous liquors 
on the fourth day of July. So Boston is 
going to renew her physical marvels, and 
among other notables, has given to an ex- 
pectant world John L. Sullivan, the pugi- 
list, Governor Butler, the—the—the marvel, 
and the champion base-ballists of America. 
The ‘‘culchaw ” of the ‘‘ Hub’ 
taking a practical turn. 


"is decidedly 


ABOUT CORNS. 


As a nation, Americans have their national 
diseases and infirmities—not unknown cer- 
tainly, elsewhere, but recognized as almost 
epidemic on our people. It is well known 
that the United States furnishes a larger 
percentage of dyspeptics and sufferers from 
Phy- 
sicians have pointed to the immoderate use 
of ice-water and too h 
early breakfasts, hurried lunches and late 
suppers as the cause. But has anyone called 
attention to the fact that, as a nation, we 
suffer more from corns than any other? The 


sick-headache than any other country. 


savy and indigestible 


signs on our streets and the advertisements 
in our newspapers shows that the land is 
overrun with chiropodists, and where there 
is an effect there must bea cause. Chiropo- 
dists are the direct result of an extensive 
corn crop; and how extensive our corn crop 
is let anyone determine canvass of 
his own acquaintances. American ladies 
have pretty feet as a rule, and the prettier 
the foot, it is safe to say, 
corns. 


from a 


the worse are the 
Tight shoes have a great deal to an- 
swer for, and as a people we seem to take 
kindly to the torture of the boot. 
is certainly an exacting mistress. 


Fashion 


It is stated that Miss Clara Sands, with 
helpers, in a recent country trip through 
Japan, sold 350 copies of the Gospel in an 
hour anda half. In thise ountry she couldn’t 
sell a copy and a half in 350 hours, but she 
might give them away to parties who would 
trade them to the old paper men for beer- 
money. Japan isn’t half civilized yet. 


A New York millionaire admits that a 
man who has $2,000,000 has all the money 
that for any good or pleasure he can spend. 
That is all very well for him to say, but he 
evidently never visits Coney Island and gets 
dinner. 


MAGGIE BALLENTINE, of Norfolk, Va., 





while lighting her pipe for a smoke, recent- 
ly, set fire to her clothes and was burned to 
death. This is another awful example a- 
gainst the pernicious habit of smoking. 


THE fate of his new play was enough to 
drive Oscar Wilde—back to England. He 
was Vera sad. 


A BALLOON that will not go up is not 
good for ascent. 


THE near-sighted man can’t see well by a 
long sight. 





ADAM may have been the first man to see 


| snakes, but they were not in his boots. 
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Fair Play. 


THE dusty stage-coach through the mountain vil- 
lage lumbered 

And halted half way up the hill’s incline; 

By June’s soft langor overcome, the hamlet slum- 
bered, 

And to the strangers gave no welcome sign. 


No sound came upward from the drowsy village; 
Our grizzled driver nodded in a doze— 

There at our feet, the fruit of constant tillage, 
The whilom wildwood blossomed like a rose; 


And with the tassels of the green corn growing 

Down in the vale, the mountain breezes played; 

A winding stream down through the fields went 
flowing, 

A thread of silver in a green brocade. 


The sun’s bright rays down on the town were stream- 
ing 

As I sat viewing the bright landscape o’er; 

I woke the driver from his drowsy dreaming 

And asked of him the name the village bore. 





He first, by whip and words the team cajoling, 
Started them up the steep road winding down; 
Then as the coach went upward slowly rolling, 
Thus told the story of the sleeping town:— 


with Johnson, 


| 
‘* Well, pard, when first I mined thar‘on the bar 
} 
In ’51, they called it Camp Luray; | 


Since Brown, of Montezuma, blew a hole through | 
- Thompson, | 
They’ve changed its name, and call it now Fair | 
Play. 


** You see that boulder through them alders loomin’, 

Down in the bend thar by the river’s shore; 

Thar’s whar Brown's claim was when the camp was 
boomin’, 


Whar he shot Thompson, in May, '54. 


‘The two were pardners, and their quarrel, bein’ | 
human, 

Was caused, as usual, by a pretty face; | 

For since that snake had business with the world’s 
first woman, 

They’ve allers played the Devil with our race. 


‘*The year before, they mined on Montezuma Dig 
gins, 

And Thompson, like most husbands, bein’ blind, 

Went down the trail to Frisco with a chap named 
Wiggins, 

And left his pardner and his wife behind. 


‘* But soon, down to the Bay, thar come to him a 
rumor 

That sent him trav'lin’ home, you bet your life; 

For Brown, his pardner, had lit out from Monte- 
zuma, 

And turned up missin’—likewise Thompson’s wife. 


‘*Of course it kinder riled him when he found the 
story 

He’d heard in ‘Frisco, was a solemn fact; 

He swore he'd set Brown clim’in’ up the stair to 
glory— 

And Thompson war a man that never backed. 


‘‘To make a story short, he tracked 'em a tight year 
From camp to camp, but never caught his game 
Until one day he corral’d Brown right here, 

And got him foul, a-workin’ in his claim. 


‘*When-Brown saw Thompson had him trap’d, he 
squealed — 

Held up and yelled, as Thompson told him ‘ pray!’ 

‘Don’t kill me like a dog, for I ain’t heeled— 

For God’s sake, pardner, give a man fair play!’ 

He had the drop on Brown, and mought a-filled 


him 
Chock full 0’ lead, ’thout givin’ him a sight; 


| The camp’s new name—well, that’s his epitaph. 
| 
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SCRAPING AN ACQUAINTANCE. 


None would a-blamed him ef he'd up and killed him 
Right thar and then—but, stranger, Jim was white. 


** And so he said, ‘I half believe you're lyin’; 


But, howsomever, I'll give you a fair show; 
Light out for camp, and come back with your iron: 
Quick, before I kill you! D—n you, up and go!’ 


| ** Brown struck for camp as if the Devil chased him; 


You can bet your pile he didn’t travel slow— 
Froze to his barkers, and come back and faced him 
With iron cocked, and sung out, ‘ Let her go!’ 


‘* Jim's iron snapp’d -Brown’'s didn’t; and when he 
turned his loose, 

Shot through the head, Jim Thompson he went 
down. 

That night Brown, bein’ feared the boys might cook 
his goose, 

Struck for tall timb’r and dusted out 0’ town— 


| “ And six months after died, of Devils dreamin’, 


Whar he war minin’, in Yuba over thar; 


| For mor’n a mile che boys could hear him screamin’, 
And named the camp Delirium-Tremens Bar. 


‘‘And she? In ’58 I heard from Baldy Briscow; 

She lived a life of shame a year or more, 

Then blew her brains out in a dance-house dive in 
Frisco, 


| Spang in the middle of the ball-room floor. 


‘* Poor Jim lies buried thar, in what was once Luray; | 
The whitest man in all the mines, by half; 


That stream-worn boulder, that’s his monument to- 


day— 


| ‘* Though Jim war white, he warn’t much when it | 


come to prayin’— 


He'll roast in hell, the gospel sharps all say. 
T think, when Gabr’el comes, on his old horn a’- 
layin’, 
That God will see Jim Thompson has ‘ fair play.’ 
CLARENCE LADD DAVIB. 





A River Item. 
‘‘Why, William, where have you been? 
Your hat’s knocked in, your coat’s torn and 
your legs are as weak as a baby’s.” 


‘« Ti-ti-irred out, wifey. Been working 


_ hard, you know.” 


‘‘ What have you been doing to fatigue 
you like this?” 

‘* Helping some schooners off’n the bar.” 

‘* Poor boy! What a good soul you are. 
Now let me help you to bed. You are in 
need of rest.” 





A FARMER living near Reidsville, N. C., 
brought his little boy to see the circus. The 
child had never seen or heard of an elephant, 
and when he came in sight of Jumbo he 
screamed to his father: ‘‘ Lordee God, pap, 
look at that great big thing that’s got a tail 
on bothends. ‘Take me ousen here fore I’m 
kilt.” 





‘*How-DEE-D0o dis mawnin’, brudder 
Tobe?” 

**T’se only moddrickly well, brudder Joe. 
How is your health?” 

“T’se just reasonably well, tank you. Las’ 
night de ole’’oman got drunk an’ was outen 
her senses, so she gone an’ stole Miss Mat’s 
dress and wore it to meeting; now she’s in 
de callaboose.” 





Up to snuff—The nose. 
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J JUDGE. 





WE are once more at home domiciled un- 


der our own vine and fig tree as it were, and | 


I really think New York is as good a place 
as any after all. Little Kathleen is well 
and rosy, the house is in perfect order 
(thanks to Dinah) and the only drawback to 
complete happiness is the want of a new 
ym und the fact that Heraclitus is on 
crutches. Of course I can’t institute pro- 
ceedings for a manteau till he is on his feet 
again, for it requires no end of thinking and 


shopping to decide upon so important a | 


matter as an outside garment for winter, and 


Heraclitus does behave so unreasonably that | 


it takes all my patience and most of my time 


to keep him in anything like a serene frame | 


of mind. 

If he’d taken proper care of himself he 
might have been as well as anybody, but he 
was careless and caught cold, and that was 
really the cause of all the trouble, though I 


don’t suppose any power on earth could make. 


him acknowledge it. 

He went up to Lenox to bring us home, 
and arrived there just in time to attend the 
theatricals. He didn’t want to go out at all 
when the time came, but Mrs. Harrison’s 

lay had been so much talked about that no- 
oe y of any consequence would miss the 


performance, and when he saw how deter- 


mined I was he finally concluded to accom- 
pany me. 
ed of being chilly and kept asking if I wasn’t 
tired and if I didn’t want to go home. I 
was having such a beautiful time that | 
didn’t notice how. pale he was till he said 
emphatically that he couldn’t’ stand it any 
longer and must get home and go to bed. I 
told mama and aunt Pen, and soon we were 


| to one side, letting the stream fall on his 
foot and ankle, and it took the skin off in 
| less than a minute. 
| Such an excitement no one ever saw. 
| Heraclitus yelled and swore and danced 
like a madman. Marie called on the Virgin 
and all the saints, and mama commenced to 
| scold me. I was half seared to death, and 
began toery. They sent immediately for 
| our own doctor, who happened to be at Len- 
| ox too, but before he arrived we had Hera- 
| clitus in bed. He was so crazy with the pain 
that he forgot all about his chill and was in 
| a profuse perspiration. Of course I felt 
| terribly. Remorse was gnawing at my very 
| vitals, and [ knew they all blamed me, all 
but Heraclitus, who found time during his 
sufferings to kiss me and tell me not to worry, 
for he knew I couldn’t help it. I had just 
made up my mind that I’d never say another 
word if he stayed out playing poker half the 
| nights in the week, when the doctor came 


and affairs assumed a different aspect. After | 
he’d asked about a hundred questions and | 


had put something on the foot to stop the 
pain, he came around to the other side of 
the bed where I lay curled up weeping, pat- 
ted me on the head and said, ‘‘ there, there, 
don’t cry; you didn’t do such a bad thing 
after all. 

** The remedy was a pretty severe one, but 
| I don’t know of anything else that would 
| have produced such an instantaneous effect. 
His chill is broken, he is in a perspiration 


where he belongs. You know it 
impossible to Keep him there if he could 
walk. I don’t doubt that the contents 
of the teakettle have saved him from a more 
or less severe illness.” 

When Heraclitus heard this he said he had 
a very important case coming off, and he’d 
got to be in New York the next day dead or 
alive—then groaned and went on so that I 
told him that I never saw anything as un- 
reasonable as a man in all my life. 

Then he flew into a passion and said he’d 
like to see what I’d do under similar circum- 
stances. For reply I just picked up the ket- 


After we got there he complain- | 


in the carriage bound for home, but Hera- | 


clitus was shivering sothat I was quite 
alarmed about him and told him he mu: 


have a hot foot bath before going to bed, | 
which, as everybody knows, is the proper | 


thing to do under such circumstances. 


He | 


rather feebly objected, but I didn’t pay much | 


attention to what he said, and when we got 
to our room he 
planked himself down in the big arm-chair, 
and without a word allowed us to prepare 
him for the fray.. Marie filled the foot-tub 
with water from the pipes, but as he didn’t 
howl or make a fuss when he put his feet 
in, I knew it wasn’t warm enough to do him 
~ good. 
1 


was in such a chill that he 


e expostulated a little, but I sent her | 
down into the kitchen to see if the waterket- | 
tle was boiling and she soon appeared with | 


it steaming, in her hand. 
to rest his feet on the sides of the tub while 
I poured some of the boiling water in. 
obeyed (for a wonder), but how it happened 
I never knew. My wrist twisted in the most 
unexpected manner, the xettle gave a lurch 


I told Heraclitus | 


He | 


Tus is a portrait of M’lle Adelaide Christina 
Screechlow, who will appear at the Metropolitan 
Opera House during the coming operatic season. 


and for a few days he’ll have to stay in bed, | 
would be | 


tle that had been forgotten, held both it and 
my foot out to him (though I nearly fell in 
trying to do it) and told lim to pour away, 
and he’d see how I’d behave. I did it half 
in fun, but he gave me such a look that I 
dropped the kettle, put my arms around his 
neck and asked him to forgive me; since 
which time I haven’t spoken a cross word to 
him, though goodness knows I’ve had plenty 
of provocation. 

ft was several days before he was able to 
think of coming home, and before we started 
the story of how Mrs. Pennyfeather burn- 
ed her husband while giving him a foot 
bath, was all over town. At first we 
tried to keep it quiet, but it soon leaked 
out and everybody I saw had something 
facetious to say on the subject. I don’t 
see anything funny about it. It isn’t very 
pleasant to see one’s husband around on 
crutches, and besides it has upset all my 
plans for shopping and sewing. 

As | before remarked, Heraclitus be- 
haves very unreasonably and doesn’t prop- 
erly appreciate the fact that the burn acted 
as a counter-irritant and probably saved him 
from a fit of sickness. I’ve called his atten- 
tion to what the doctor said about this sev- 
eral times, but he says the remedy is a 
worse than.any disease ever could be, and he 
| gets so wrathy about it, that I actually be- 
lieve he thinks I’ve done something dread- 
ful; whereas I have really been the means of 
curing him of a cold that he canght through 
his own carelessness. ‘To be sure I did it 
unintentionally, but that is no reason why I 
should not receive a /ittle credit for it. I 
vowed I wouldn’t speak a cross word to him 
till he got well, and I won’t, if it kills me. 
Thank goodness the doctor says in a few 
days he will use his feet as well as ever. Till 
then I’ll try to possess in patience both the 
tongue and the soul of 

PENELOPE PENNYFEATHER. 





Washington Gossip. 
BY OUR OWN LIAR. 


Wasnineton, D. C., Oct. 4. 


Your correspondent, ever alive to your in- 
terests, although the credit yod give to, and 
the encouragement you bestowon his efforts 
are meagre in the extreme; and, still further, 
although methinks you take a long time ma- 
king the promised raise in your correspond- 
ent’s sulary—[we stop the press right here to 
inform our very fresh young friend that 
the raise he’ll get pretty soon will be from 
the toe of our official boot, and we’ll not take 
along time making our mind up about it 
unless he at once and forever ceases to thrust 
his unimportant, puerile private affairs into 
his journalistic meanderings.—Ep. JUDGE. ] 
—sought and gained an interview with the 
Corean Ambassador, His Excellency Tok 
Chee Ung Poo. He belongs to one of the 
first families of Corea, and his aunt’s mother- 
in-law does the Empress’s plain sewing, so 
that it may be said he is distantly connect- 
ed with the second cousin of the half-moon. 
Before entering the room in which His 
Regal Luminosity enclosed‘his ambassadorial 
person, your correspondent was told to take 
| off his boots—socks were not insisted on—or 

off! Upon the door being opened, he was 
requested to bow thrice, his forehead touch- 
ing the floor on each occasion, then to walk 
on his hands half across the room, and wind 
up the performance by turning a flip-flap, 
and squatting, tailor-fashion, in front of the 
| sofa on which His Oriental Highcockolorum 
was reclining. Performing these diverse 
feats in the graceful manner for which your 













































correspondent is noted, he brought himself 


to anchor, so to speak, and proceeded to in- 
terview His Semi-Mongolian Imperialness. 

‘‘ How does Your Excelleney like Amer- 
ica?” 

‘‘ Bing shee toki ong so!” was the gratify- 
ing reply. Your correspondent informed 
His Consul-Generalship that such was the 
usual effect the first view of the country had 
upon strangers, but they soon got over it. 

‘« What is the primary motive for your Ex- 
cellency’s visit?” Your correspondent was 
astonished to hear him reply, “Qua chung 
ing ki la cho bar koo ki so!” 

Your correspondent told him that he fear- 
ed if he tried that sort of game on with the 
Cabinet and Executive, the Secretary of State 
would be mad enough to throw his name at 
him, and that was a pretty hard one for for- 
eigners to tackle, and advised him to drop 


’ 


on himself before he proceeded further. This | 
seemed to impress him, for he replied, **'Te | 
cho sung bac, ke bung ding bat; hoko gwung | 
Your correspondent assured | 


chi do gwog!” 
him that was the best and only thing he 
could do under the circumstances, and then 
proceeded to aby he the next query: 
‘** Have you seen John Ludovico Sullivan, 
the Bulwark of Boston?” Your correspond- 
ent could scarcely keep from laughing out- 
right when His Serene Nebulosity quaintly 
and humorously replied, ‘‘Quog ko sikken 
dogalog ung chi!”—it was so characteristic of 
the man, and so thoroughly Corean. 

Being informed that he would not be al- 
lowed to decapitate a waiter who kept him 
waiting 25 minutes for a cup of coffee and a 
doughnut, His Effulgent Awfulness grimly 


replied, ‘‘ Bung choke sqwong!” Your cor- | 


respondent said it would serve him right; 
but, unfortunately, by the law of the land, 
all you could do to a waiter who brought you 


a ‘horn ”-steak when you had ordered fried | 


oyters, or acup of chocolate when your soul 
panted for mixed ale, was to swear at him, 
if small and sickly ; if large and muscular, 
the wisest course to pursue was to allow him 
to read in your expressive features the won- 
der that one ordinary man could hold so 
much stupidity and not choke. Your cor- 
respondeut next asked His Lord High Nibs 
what, out of all he had witnessed in Amer- 
ica, had impressed him the most? He re- 
plied, *‘ Ki shong”—which is Corean for 
‘*the ballet.” Oh, these Coreans are not 


fools; they appreciate a good thing when | 


they see it. 

After a few more questions relating to the 
social, political, moral and scientific state of 
Corea had been put by your correspondent, 
and answered by His Luxurious Mandarin- 
ship, the interview terminated, and your cor- 
respondent left the apartment. As, accord- 
ing to Corean etiquette, departure from a 
Hiszh Presence is a far more complicated pro- 
ceeding than entrance to the same, the de- 
scription may interest you. Your corres- 
pondent was instructed to lay full length 
upon the floor upon his stomach. That sig- 
ni.ivs ** you are at liberty to walk over me.” 
Taen slowly draw his heels and his finger- 


tips together until he formed himself into | 


the shape of a Moorish arch. That signifies 
that he 1s bowed down by the weight of hon- 
or bestowed on him. Then quickly draw 
himself erect and place the extreme end of 
his left thumb to the point of his proboscis, 
the fingers extended in the shape of a fan. 
This signifies ‘‘ May you never be without 
one here or hereafter.” Then bend his head, 
extend his arms horizontally before him, and 
back, in a series of quick jumps, to the 








ji 
{h 


times on the floor with his forehead, and 
finally turn a back sumersault out of the open 
doorway. ‘To interview a Corean high dig- 
nitary, it is absolutely necessary that one 
should have previously served two years in a 
circus. You will notice that Tok Che Ung 
Poo has not been interviewed to any great 
extent. 
| The elite of Washington are rapidly find- 
| ing their way back to the city of magnificent 
distances. Some have gained health; some 
good spirits; some prospective husbands; 
some experience; some freckles. Some have 
been on the European continent; some have 
| been on the sands at Cape May; some on the 
hotel verandahs at Saratoga, and some on the 
burst. Some have feasted on the luxuries 
| provided at Parisian New York and sea-side 


A TEN-OR. ‘SALLIE IN ( 


hotels; some have filled up with the peren- | 


nial pork and beans of hospitable country 
cousins. Some come back happy, some mis- 
erable, some lively, some tired-out, and all 
full of lies. Travelers don’t lie because they 
like to lie, but because they have to! Any 
one who comes back from a journey and 
hasn’t seen or heard something a trifle more 
strange than the rest of the nomadic world, 
is looked upon either as a fool or a knave— 


| a fool, because he or she did not see or hear | 


something wonderful when he or she had the 
| chance ; a knave, who never left his or her 
| home at all, but lived all summer in the base- 
ment, with the shutters closed, and got his 
| or her traveling information out of guide 
| books and Mark Twain’s ‘Innocents A- 
broad.” 

The Secretary of the Treasury to-day ad- 


of customs at New York: 

“‘T transmit herewith, for your informa- 
tion, a letter dated the 12th inst., from a 
representative of an outraged community, 
relative to the necessity, in view of the a- 
larming increase of dudedom in Great Brit- 
ain, for the strictest care, by customs’ offi- 
cers, in examining into the mental condition 
of all lords, honorables, swells, snobs and 
damphools imported into the United States 
from England. They will be required to 
make a careful examination of all animals of 
the class referred to, and if the disease be 
found in any of them, they will at once be 
| quarantined until they can be sent back to 


door; then kneel on the threshold, rap five | the place whence they came.” 


dressed the following letter to the collector | 


—— ry 


JUR ALLEY.” 


— ~ 


Tempted. 





Hek cheek may have lost the bright rose-tint of 
health, 
Her brow may be furrowed by care— 
3ut dearer to me than thy beauty or wealth 
Is one lock of her dark raven hair. 


Think you, lips like the ruby and ringlets of gold, 
With eyes of cerulean hue, 

Can tempt me to barter the treasure I hold 
In a heart, warm, devoted and true? 


Ora form, fair as Venus, with Parian brow, 
And cheeks that the rose bloom reflect, 

Can make me forget for one moment my vow 
To honor, to love, and protect? 


Avaunt, beauteous tempter! not even in thought 
Shall your coquetry force me to sin 

I care not how rough be the casket without, 
So it holdeth the jewel within. DIODORA. 





SIX-YEAR-OLD, loguitur: ‘‘Oh, mamma, 
I couldn't take that dolly. What would 
people say of my doll if she wore a blonde 
wig? I shouldn’t dare compromise myself 
by taking her on the street with me.” 


A NEWS item says: ‘‘ A few drops of car- 
bolic acid placed in a rattlesnake’s mouth 
will produce instant death.” Alas, too true ! 
But who will “croak,” the snake or the 
acid bearer? The grest and erving need in 
news items now-a-days is explicitness. 


A LADY who was troubled with malaria, 
had her seafcring friend bring her a dog 
from Peru. She said she had heard thet 
Peruvian bark was the best medicine for 
chills. 


A FASHION note says: ‘‘ Gaiters with 
strzps across the top are much worn.” A 
matter of fect note says thet our best girl’s 
heels are in the height of fashion, aceording 
to the above pointer. 


Ir a man is overheard talking in his sleep 
about chips, is it wise to infer that he is in 
the wood business? 


THE sea bather’s song: 
Break, break, break, on thy cold gray stones, O sea, 
Break, break, break, but don’t you break over me. 
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Alonzo Busbee: His Life and Im- 
pressions. 





BY WILLIAM GILL. 


CHAP. VIII. 





‘* The quality of mercy is not stralned; 
It droppeth as the gentle dew from Heaven.” 
—Judge Hilton. 


‘ARE you much hurt?’’ inquired a sweet 
voice. I opened my eyesand beheld a vision 
of loveliness bending over me: I had merely 
time to take in the fact that her eyes were 
‘deeply, darkly, beautifully blue,” her nose 
was a trifle retrousse, ever looking up to 
heaven—a sign of grace in the owner,—her 
hair of that poetic hue which vulgarians have 
dubbed ‘‘earrots;” a petite figure—a neck 
and bust—oh! yum yum! when I closed my 
eyes again overcome by the pain which shot 
through my right arm; [ must have fainted, 
for when I unclosed my optics once more the 
fairy-like form had vanished, and in its place 


stood a fat old woman, with a squint and a | 


strong smell of whisky. 
‘Where is she?” I asked. 
** Who’s she?” 


was the answer. 


“The angel that was here just now; with | 


the ruddy gold-dipt hair.” 

‘*D’ye mane Bridget—sure she’s gone to 
the shebeen beyant to fetch the beer for din- 
ner.” 

Bridget! What a name for a divinity! 
Fetching the dinner beer! What an 
pation for a Hebe who should be serving the 
Gods with nectar, or swells with champagne 
ina wine-room. 

‘“Where are Bill and Jack, 
I?” I next ventured to inquire. 

‘‘Who the divil’s Bill and Jack, 
know; but where ye are now, me honey, is in 
the house of the dacent and respectable widdy 
of Dan Malone—rest his sowl—in the town 
of Shanty on the Rocks.” 

I afterward discovered that the crash, etce., 
to which I alluded in my last chapter, was 
caused by the explosion of a ‘‘ Burglar Des- 
troyer,” anew patent which Bullenbear had 
that evening affixed to the door of his bed- 
room, so that any one fooling with the han- 
dle thereof was likely to learn by personal 
experience that he was destined, in a re- 
markably short space of time, to depart from 
this mundane sphere and seek a permanent 
location in that land where ‘‘ we shall part 
to meet no more ”—or words to that effect. 
Such was the fate of Bill and Jack; as for 
me, I was sent, by the force of the explosion, 
flying through a window and landing on the 
outside of the fence, where I was found at 
an early hour, insensible and with a broken 
arm, by two humane laborers who boarded 
at the Widdy Malone’s shanty, whither they 


brought me, and where I had remained in a | 


comatose state until | awoke to find airy, 
fairy Bridget Malone bending over my straw 
pillow. 

I at once told Mistress Malone, when she 
asked me how I came in my deplorable state, 
the truth. I said I had’ been: driving a 
butcher wagon when the horse took fright 
and ran away; I was thrown out and the fall 
must have broken my arm. It is always bet- 
ter to tell the truth about anything. Even 
if it has the effect of making you feel em- 
barassed at the time, it is sure to do you good 
in the long run. 

Being a good simple-minded old soul, who 
never dreamt of getting drunk more than 
twice a week, the widow swallowed the 
butcher wagon and accident as easily as she 
would the pint of beer adorable Bridget had 


occu- | 


and where am 


I don’t | 


THE JUDGE. 




















































country. 
home. 


gone for, and told me she had sent for a doc- 
tor to come and bandage my arm. 

Oh! the happy, happy days I passed be- 
neath that tomato-canned roof! I have lived 
since then in marble palaces, substantial 
brick edifices, palatial flats and in jail, 
but I am sure the three weeks I boarded and 
lodged in Widow Malone’s shanty on the 
Rocks, yielded me more pure joy than I have 
ever experienced since. Who could fail to 
be happy amid such a scene of rural peace 
and suburban quietude?* The town of Shanty 
was most picturesquely situated; each house 


| stood on its own pinnacle of rock, the inter- 


vening space being filled up with goats— 
Williams and Nanettes—the soil was most 
fertile, and yielded, in abundance, a never- 
failing crop of old boots, battered tin kettles, 
cast-off raiment, patent medicine bottles, 


| sardine boxes, brown paper, manure heaps, 


ols of stagnant water, and drunken Irish 
aborers. Everything had its use—the goats 
fed on the tin kettles and brown paper, the 
drunken men fell into the pools. would 
sit on the front stoop at even-tide—when I 
became convalescent—with Bridget at my 
side, and together we would talk over the 
pictures of the Police Gazette, and Bridget 


would say that when she grew to be a mid- | 


dle-aged woman she would 
( 








SSS 
A BACHELOR'S BLUNDER. 


BACHELOR JOWLER and Miss BEsste STARBRIGHT arrive on the same train from the 


Of course, gallant Mr. Jowler insists on carrying her satchel and seeing her safe 


oin the ballet, 
and | would express my determination to 
become a cow-boy, get on a jamboree and 
ride through peaceful townships in the far- 
off Western plains, fire off my revolver in 
the air and frighten women and children 
into fits. By this time we were deeply, des- 
yerately, madly in love with each nd and 
f registered a vow that when I was twenty- 
one, and had become a thorough “ tough,” 
I would snatch an hour away from the de- 
lightful occupation of laying men out with 
a sand bag, to come to her ancestral home, 
and marry her. The dear old widow, when 
sober enongh to articulate, would smile and 
say: ‘Faith, thin if Bridget would only 
wash her face, and ’Lonzo had a dacent sate 
to his pants, there wouldn’t be a purtier 
couple betune here and Harlem!” At other 
times we would while away the happy hours 
by throwing rocks at the neighbors’ goats, or 
setting the dog on the Italian ragpickers, 
whose vocation brought them in our vicinity. 
Sometimes we would wander down to the 
North River, sit on the strimg piece of a 
wharf, and fish for black bass and salmon 
with a bent pin and a piece cf thread. We 
never caught any fish on those occasions, but 
nearly always a good thrashing from Bridg- 
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A BACHELOR’ 


But, unluckily, he got their satchels exchanged, and at night, when preparing for bed, 


discovered his mistake—but too late. 








8 BLUNDER 


Then he must have something to sleep in, and Miss 


Bessie’s wardrobe was all he had to select from. 


et’s mother. You may sneer at this, gentle 
reader, as calf-love if you will, but I am of 
the opinion that the sweet, pure, and holy 
influences of a youthful love for one of the 
other sex never wholly desert the soul of 
man. They tend to elevate his thoughts; 
to encase him in the triple-plated armer of 
innocence, and, should his future career be 
that of a drummer, counsel him not to put 
his arm around a lady’s waist in a railway 
car until he has known her for at least fifteen 
or twenty minutes. 


But all that’s bright must fade, and, al- | 
though Mrs. Malone had never -hinted that 
my appetite was making serious inroads on 
her stock of groceries, I felt that I could not 
much longer loaf on the ‘hospitality of the | 
good old soul, So, one night, when all were | 
asleep, I rose quietly from my couch, donned | 
my own clothes, made up the Sunday ones | 
of one of the boarders into a bundle, took 
the widow’s silver watch, $25.00, which she | 
had saved up for a rainy day—it was coming 
down cats and dogs the night I left—Bridg- | 
et’s gold earrings, and her best boots—I de- 
sired to have something to remember the 
dear girl by—several other articles that I | 
could lay my hands on,—wafted a blessing | 
on all in the house as I closed the door be- 
hind me. I never ceased running until, at 
least, two miles stood between me and the 
town of Shanty. I boarded the first down- 
town car I struck, made my way to Christo- | 
pher Street Ferry and crossed over to Ho- | 
boken. I joined in the wild, delirious gay- | 


ities of that American Paris, until the twen- 
ty-five dollars and the money raised on the 








hypothecation of the clothes, watch, ear- 
rings, etc., had vanished in beer, oysters, 
shuffle-board and pool-for-drinks, and then 
I enlisted as able cabin-boy, on board the 
Al canal boat ‘‘ Skowhegan,” commanded 
by Captain Patsy Hogan. It was a beautiful 
sweltering day in July when we started on 
our voyage, with the wind abaft the funnel 
of the tugboat 
trance of the canal. My heart swelled within 


_ me as I stood on the deck of the noble craft 


and badé what proved to be along farewell 
to the shores of Manhattan; but I anticipate! 


(To be continued in our next, unless the 


which towed us to the en- | ofthe peace, but others did say, Get ye 


aa 


author attemps to dive into the hidden sense | 


of a Herald editorial. ) , 





Mrs. Mary Mapes DopGE makes $4,000 | 


a year by her pen. A man in Cincinnati 


who hasn’t enough education to write dog- | 


gerel poetry makes a cool million from his 
pen, but it’s a hog pen. 


Tue New Hampshire Republicans didn’t 
anticipate an increase of the territory of their 
State, but still they expect to own Pike’s 
speak this winter. 


THE pawnbroker who takes most interest 
in his business generally has little principle. 


WueEN Courtney’s boat was sawed in two 
it grieved him because he had to shell out. 


Fonp of letting the public have his views 
—The photographer. 





Chronicles of Gotham. 
CHAPTER XVIII. 

1. IN these days there was a class of per- 
sons, both male and female, who came from 
across the big water. 

2. Now these people did join themselves 
into.a band, and did appoint officers to rule 
over them; 

3. Yea, even male officers, and female of- 
ficers, and they did give to them strange 
titles, even Generals, and Captains; 

4. And they did stand on the corners of the 
streets and shout aloud, and did sing praises 
to the Lord: 

5. And they did travel around and about 
the land, and wherever they were there was 
the sound of shoutings and blows. 

6. Some others did hire tents, to the great 
annoyance of the dwellers in the tents around 
about; 

7. For did they not choose these places 
where the greatest numbers of dwellers did 
work? 

8. Now it came to pass that divers and 
certain ones amongst this tribe of singers 
and shouters, 

9. Did hire a room for their sojourning, 
and they did make loud noises, even so 
much that they were arrested. 

10. But when they were brought before 
the judges and lawgivers, they did say: 
‘‘ Have we no right to praise and sing after 
the manner of our tribes? 

11. ** Have we not in the past times paid 
shekels to ye and have we not a decree 
from the rulers of the camps, 

12. ** Even of the camp of the Tabernacle 
have we not a decree to dg our way, yea, even 
to the staying in the porch of the main tem- 
ple of the lawmakers? 

12. ** Why then should we be stayed? Is 
not our workings for the saving of souls, and 
do we not save and spoil even those that 
were safe? 

14. ‘** Why then sayus, Nay? Doesnot our 
tribe extend even to the uttermost borders 
of the world, and is it not the noises of our 
singings and our shoutings and of our in- 
struments heard in all lands? 

15. ** And the large crowds that do listen, 
are they not amused ?” 

16. Now there were certain of the judges 
who did cast these people into prison, and 
did make them give bonds to the keeping 


gone. 

17. But, to the praise of the good sense 
of most of the people, these shouters were 
called ‘* Nuisance.” 

18. But the people of this ‘‘ Army” were 
for the most part of ignorarrt manner, and 
they did think that by their loud shouting 
and the begging money for the same, they 
would do this rather than do work. 

18. A few thought they were working for 
the benefit of mankind. But they were not. 

20.. Now the name of the tribe is ‘‘ Salva- 
tion Army,” and it an useless thing and 
should be interdieted. 

21. Let the sojourners in the camps get a 
decree, and lock this tribe up, and have the 
guards seize them and put them away out 
of the highways. 

22. For the noise of these people and of 
their females do no good, and much harm. 

23. The dwellers in the camp will in the 
time to come choose rulers over the camp 
who will. keep the laws, and stop this and 
other bad things. B. T. P. 





A RISKY THING—an insurance policy. 


TABLE-SAUCE—a breakfast quarrel. 
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FRIENDLY SYMPATHY) 


‘* May I say, Mrs. Ryan, 
inest lookine COT DS¢é T?ve ever Seen, 
g / 
** You've a sweet spot in your heart, Mr. 


Summer Nobility. 

TALK of nob les, blue bloods, and every other 
type of self-styled aristocracy—well, Long 
Branch took the ** waterme ‘lon,’ as the coons 
say, for their ‘‘ distinguished presence” thi 
past season. Why, they were so plenty there 
that even the most careful chiropodist, mean- 
dering about the beach or hotel piagzas, could 
barely avoid the treading on 
cratic corns. At one 


their’ aristo- 
special hotel in Elbe- 
ron, there was a ‘‘ genuine” English lord, 
but only the Lord knows how he ever be- 
came a lord; however, he carried this title 
about with as apparent ease as a jolly Teuton 
often does a half brewing of lager. 
one of the guests fawned on or about him: 
in short, life was as sweet as a roseleaf to his 
lordship until one sad day he was rudely ac- 
costed by a Jersey constable with a bill from 
his impatient laundress, one Mrs. Doogan, 
a cruel plebeian, whose unappreciative hands 
and washboard had already rubbed 
blue-ink coat-of-arms from the 
umns of his solitary white shirt 
tody of the constable. 

** Look a-here!” cried out the latter, grab- 
bing the “‘ lord ” who trembled like a potato 
rind stirred by the earthquakic sneeze of a 
passing cartman as it reclines in the mo- 
saic confines of a garbage barrel—‘‘if you 


Every 


out his 
spinal col- 
, now in cus- 


“sx lve never said be fore 


Murphy ; 


. that your 


: , 
husband Daniel makes the 


you have. you have ’ 


don’t settle at once for the washing of this 

shirt, I'll coop you in, quicker’n a wink!” 
In no reshirtche mood, the poor abused 

scion of nomity 


then ran his roval paw into 
eord trousers’ pocket and slowly 
M 
brought up from thence what apparently 


seemed to be an ancient quid of tobacco. 

‘ Here,” said his lordship with stuttering 
pathos three of his front teeth having been 
knocked out by reason of his surplus *‘ lip” 
at another hotel—‘‘sirrah, instead of-aw- 
money, accept and-aw-pwesent ‘to-aw my 
laundwess this-aw-pwiceless little amulet 
which-aw-descended to me fwom a long line 


of my relations-aw,—old kings, you know- 
aw.” 

‘“Old kings be scratched! It’s a wonder 
to me, that a clothes-line of shirts never 


descended to ye from yer 
kings. Strikes me 
ful to ye than yer dried up pitater 
Here now,”’he continued, *‘none of yer sham- 
ming; plant out the corn for this yer shirt, 
or come along with me.” 

**Oh! give me _ back 
the lord. 

The proprietor of the hotel, who, together 
with a veracious New York Tribune report- 
er had created this lord, 
and settled with the 
while a crowd of the 


long st ring of old 
they would be more use- 


bug. 


my-aw-shirt,” wept 


came 
cruel 


lord’s 


to his rescue 
Jersey official, 
lady admirers, 














17 a 
Lhionaires ¢ 


and cold r eo 


} mostly mi , Wearing Lang- 


‘ I 
try bangs ollars stamped ( 
_ Kok Si nmedtia lv snat ed the rel ased 
shirt and tore it into smal! shreds, and di- 
vided it among them for souvenirs of their 


The last seen of this distinguished 
advertisement he was trying to beet his 
to New York on the ‘* PI 


lymouth Rock.” 
ADELE, 


hotel 


Way 








The Siren’s Wedding Ring. 


WHere the river’s mimic billows 
Darken “neath the drooping willows 
| at hi p ully coquetting 
With the water and th 
Where the mor ne 


| (Casteth on the str 


‘om od | 
*s westward olimmer | 
am the shimmer 
Of the leaflets, like the fretting | 


On some old cathedral frieze 





Dwelt (so runs the ee 
A fair maid with tre olden, } 
And soft eyes whose sorrow-laden } 
Azure mocked the blue above. 
All the harve knights assemblin | 
Wooed her hand in fear and trembling. 
Fairer she than mortal maiden, 
And to see her was to love. 
Dav b vy the shadows shifted, 
But reves were 1 lifted: 
Dav by day the « tal river 
Irom her tears a tr te drew— | 
And. whene’e ra woe ht her, 
She would show the whirling water: 





Pointing where a tran t quiver, | 


Like a diamon d, sparkle d through: | 
aying, ‘ Ere I may be wedded, 
Yonder ring, which lies imbedded, | | 
Must be snatched, all pure and g 
From the river o 
And each knight, | 
By the 
To her s 
Sought the taligman— 


‘listening, =| 
oze beneath.” 
iis soul made braver 
promise of her favor, 

siren W hi per listening, 
and death, 





Some, nerved on by wi 
Followed down the 
Grasped the amulet, 


Breathless, 
But, before the 


ld affection, 
bright reflection: 
and bore it, 
to the sedgy bank; 
sunlight, streaming, 





} 
Gilinted from the diamond’s gleaming, ‘ 
The pale fingers folded o’er it, R 

And the ring and swimmer sank. | 
Still the say. the maid doth linger | 
By the stream, with beckoning finger, | 


Pointing downwa 
Where the tre 

Still our bravest coms 

Fewer now, and waxing fewer 

For she sends them.down to slaughter, 
And the work of death goes on. 


rd through the 
acherous 


water 
lustre shone: 
» woo her 


Pensive by the wi 
Fan *\ o] 


illows lea 

’ ves the legend 

And my thoughts are dark and bitter, 
And as chilling as the stream. 

To a siren whisper hearkening, 

Tho’ th 


Men stil 


ing, 
me ain, 


waves above are darkening, 
seek a golden glitter, 
And would realize a dieam. 


G. H. JESSOP. 


} 
| 
| 

A THRESHING machine—the old woman’s | 
slipper. | 


ing effects. 


| 

| 

THE prize fighter is able to produce strik- | 
| | 

| 

A MODERN 


lock’s-myth—a woman’s hair. 
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Eole. | 


A REMINISCENCE. 





GrorGE took Emma Jane to the last races 
of the season at Monmouth Park. 

It was the first race she had ever attended, 
and oh, how she enjoyed it. 

But did George? | 
After reading further particulars you may 
determine. 

‘Now, Emma Jane,” said he, placing her | 
in a seat on the grand stand, ‘sit here a } 
little while, like a good girl, till I go and 
get a ‘straight tip.’” 

‘Oh, George, get a terra cotta curled one, | 
if any, so I can wear it on my fall turban,” | 
she coaxingly pleaded. 

‘Oh, it isn’t a feather, Emma Jame; it’s | 
a steer on the races,” said he. | 

‘A steer! why I thought only horses were | 
going to race,” she exclaimed in snrprise. 

“You thought right, Emma Jane. A 
‘tip’ and a ‘steer’ are but slang terms for | 
advice how to bet,” said he. | 

“*Q—oh!” said she, surprisedly, at the | 
same time unintentionally thrusting her par- | 
asol into a dude’s ribs next her. 

After George left her she fell into conver- 
sation about the races with an Irish couple 
sitting behind her. 

‘““Whares the b’y gone?” 
woman. 

“Oh, do you 
Emma Jane. 

‘‘Sorra know Oi knows whose Jarge he 
bees, but Oi manes the garsoon wid the kip- 
pin iv hair on his gob that jist shkippt away 
frum ye,” said the female Milesian. 

‘* He’s gone to find out what 
on,” replied Emma J. somewhat coolly, as 
she was offended at her George’s lovely 
moustache being referred to as a ‘‘ kippin iv | 
hair.” 

When George returned he handed her his 
checks to hold, stating he had bought pools 
on several horses, but particularly on Eole. 

‘What a pretty name,” said she. 

“Yes,” replied George, ‘‘and you know | 
it’s Freddy Gebhard’s horse.” 

‘““What? Lily Langtry’s Freddy?’ she 


inquired the 


mean my George?” said 





cried aloud. 

“Yes,” replied George. 

‘“‘And is Freddy going to ride Eole?” 
asked she. 

‘Oh, no; he’s in Europe,” answered 
George. 

“With Lily?” she queried. 





*‘T don’t know,” he answered impatiently; 
then rushed down to see the horses start. 

In a fit of momentary excitement, after | 
the horses started and Eole was coming in | 
ahead, Emma Jane jumped on her seat to | 
see, accidentally thrust one foot into an 
adjacent man’s pocket and crushed some 

eaches all over a policy on his mother-in- 
a life held therein, and then, to save 
herself from falling, grasped another fat old 
man by the neck, yanking his paper collar 
clean off. 

Weeping between those two profane male 
individuals, after the race, George found his 
darling Emma Jane. 

“« Where’s my checks, Emma? 
to me, quick. I’ve won 
Geor e, excitedly. 

thecks,” she said, coolly. ‘‘ If it’s them 
bits of paper you told me to hold, why I 
chewed them up a minute ago.” 

George turned white as a corpse and told 
her to come along home; he’d be hanged if 
he’d wait to see another race; also adding it 
was a blamed wonder she hadn’t chewed | 
somebody’s ear off there, too. | 


Give them 
on’ Eole,” cried | 


” 
horse to bet | 


| tiply power without fuel. 
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CROSSGRAIN CUT. 


It’s singular, but true, Mr. Crossgrain, that all my boarders remain with 


LANDLADY— 
7e. 





Aveustus Eae@ 
Superior Court of New York city, for di- 
vorce from his wife Emma. Thisis certainly 
an August move if she is a bad egg, but he 
should be careful how he breaks the yolk or 
it may take alimony he can shell out. 


Says the newspapers: 
Wilde bangs his hair.” 
subscribers hope to see, circulated by the 
press, an item like unto the following: 
‘*And now the small boy bangs Oscar’s 
head with a brick, seven times ten. 


‘‘ And now Oscar 
Many newspaper 


A PENNSYLVANIAN claims to have dis- 
covered a mechanical force which will mul- 
This is what the 
Democrats want in 1884. They should se- 
cure the patent-right. 


A LIVING brainless baby is now attracting 
considerable attention from the doctors. It 
would seem that one born with brains would 
be more of a curiosity at the present day, if 
we are to judge from the crop now growing 
into manhood. 


SomE wise fellow has said that ‘‘of great 
riches there is no real use except it be in the 
distribution.” That’s what we think and 
we hope that the distribution will soon com- 
mence. 


Two base-ball clubs have been organized 
in Philadelphia by girls. Wonder if they | 
will slide under—like the boys do? 





EMERSON said: 
for a man of force.” 
Sullivan in a crowd. 


‘There is always room 


He had probably met 





Down on a fellow—a youthful mustache. 


has brought suit in the | 


New BoarDeER (at first me + Too weak to leave, I guess, after the first week. 


| THEY tell of a south-side saloonist who 
| runs his customers through a clothes-wring- 

er, instead of feeding them on pretzels.— 
| Wheeling Leader. 


But he doesn’t ‘‘ hang ’em up ” afterward. 


| That would be too much of a dry thing. 


THE average girl is void of politeness. 
boy will ‘‘sit up” to her and she in return 
will ‘sit on him.” How cruel! Indeed, 
the course of true love has many high 
= to surmount and many boot toes to 

ps ol 
dodge. Thus will it always be. 


FLy time—when you are trying to sleep 
before breakfast. 


THERE is not always honor among thieves. 
A society reporter is something of a pirate 
himself; yet he frequently attacks private 
ears. 


A FRIEND in knead—Skyfungle’s Baking 
Powder. 


A CLOTHES press—hugging a padded wo- 
man. 


A FENCE-MAKER may be a very quiet spo- 
ken man, but he does a great deal of railing. 


A MAN don’t have to live long in Paris to 
learn the road to Rouen. 


A POPULAR error—that newspapers are 
run “for instance.” 


““THE belle of the ball” apparently has 


some reference to minnie-ball. 


BETTER late than—left. 
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THE JUDGE. 
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Witn the advent of October, two more 
theatres swing into line, and by the end of 


the month there will probably be music both | 
the rival | 


within and without the walls of 
opera houses. The fresh features of the 
present week are of a diversified though not 
all of a strictly novel character. 


The doorsof Wallack’s are once more open, | 
and all who feel inclined (provided they pur- 


chase tickets) may enter and witness the old 
and rusty comedy of Masks and Faces; then, 
as soon as Peg Woffington retires, the house 
will be given over to Moths. That Mr. Wal- 
lack is not laboring under the delusion that 
his house is a little heaven, where moth and 
rust do not corrupt, is apparent, for we have 
his own statement that he soon expects to be 
on The Road to Ruin. If he survives all 
this, he will then act upon Impulse, and after 
that, deponent sayeth not. 

Mr. Daly opens the season with Dollars 
and Sense. Let us hope he will close it with 
an accumulation of both these desirable ar- 
ticles. 

At the Fifth Avenue Theatre this is the 
last week of the French opera season. Aimee 
in Divorcons is in her element, and Angele 
in La Fille de Mme. Angot is immense. 
Mlle. Nixau, who made her debut last week, 
is pretty and pleasing. She also has a voice 
—a small one, but it is not unpleasant, and 
some of her notes are very good. 

Wvndham is still at the Union Square, 
though his engagement is rapidly drawing to 
aclose. In fact Mr. Jefferson will take pos- 
session of the theatre next week, when he 
will appear as Culeb Plummer in the Cricket 
on the Hearth. 

At the Standard ‘‘ The dismal Duchess” 
holds hersway. If the un-Anglicised jokes 
fall flat, the chorus of tigers is at least com- 
prehensible to the average intellect, and the 
yurity of sentiment in the duet sung by 
Bralshon and Rowena, is only equalled by 
the elegant versification of Mr. Sims—one 
verse of which we will quote for the benefit 
of those readers who have not been fortunate 
for unfortunate) enough to witness the per- 
ormance: 

BRABAZON. 

Do you remember Richmond, love, 

The Star and Garter dinner: 

The little dinner and the gloves 

Of which you were the winner ? 

ROWENA,. 
I don’t remember; I don’t remember that. 

BRABAZON, 

It must have been some other girl. 


As this song always gets an encore, THE 
JUDGE supposes it must contain some hidden 
beauty that he has not been able to discover. 

Messrs. Brooks & Dickson’s purchase of 
The Rocket for the benefit of Mr. Ray mond, 
does not seem to have made a brilliant pyro- 
technic display in Detroit, where it was late- 
ly sent up. 
however, astonished the natives there by ap- 
pearing before them in the character of that 





| home from 


Mrs. Sam’l-of-Posen Curtis has, | 
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POWER. 


Bov— Why do the pictures always make anaels all women? 
HENPECKED Husspanp—Because those on earth are almost all devils, I suppose, 


misguided but irrepressible young woman, | 
Camille. From M’lle Celeste to Camille is 
quite a step, but what is that to the undaunt- 
ed courage (or cheek) of a woman like Albi- 
nade Mer. Besides, has she not brought 
Paris $3,000 worth of dresses, 
each costume made with a postillion waist,” 
for this play? Better than that, she has ta- 
ken ten lessons at the Conservatory in Paris, 
and to use her own words, she has * learned 
to fall in much better style, in the last act, 
than Sara Bernhardt.” But even this is not 
all. Mrs. Curtis assures us that she has seen 
many Camilles in real life, and her dear 
Samuel took her last summer to the Paris 
Hippodrome, the Cafe Americane and other 
such resorts ‘‘on purpose to study the man- 
ners and characteristics of the women of 
whom Camille was a type.” That settles it. 
If the ten and the 83,000 dresses 
don’t bring down the house, her experience 
in the Paris Hippodrome and other such re- 
sorts ought certainly to have the desired ef- 
fect. If Mr. Curtis could only be induced 
to assume the part of Armand, the success of 
the play would be assured. 


But to return to our theatres. Fanny 
Davenport is playing her $10,000 Fedora at 
the Fourteenth Street Theatre; and Char- 
lotte Thompson is doing what she can in the 
same line of business at the Twenty-Third 
Street house. 

Mr. and Mrs. McKee Rankin are at their 
own theatre, and Barrett is still at the Star. 
We shall hereafter cease to mention that the 
Rajah is still at the Madison Square, and 
that Prince Methusalem reigns at the Casino. 


lessons 


Excelsior is as popular as ever at Niblo’s, 
and X. Seltzer is funny at ‘‘ The Fris¢o’s.” 

The Florences are at the Grand Opera 
House—but of them and their new play, 
Facts, more anon. 


It Was Too Much. 


= I AM sorry we cannot accommodate you, 
sir,” remarked the young divinity-student- 
waiter to the summer-hotel boarder, ‘ but 
you remind me of the people of Jerusalem.” 

*“Why so?” inquired the hungry summer 
boarder. 

** Because you keep saying, ‘ Peas, peas, 
when there is no peas.’ ” 

And then the porter was called in to carry 
the fainting guest out into the fresh air. 


AN old sea captain, whose schooner had 
been pretty well knocked about by the recent 
gales, was pious enough to attend church 
and give thanks for his deliverance. One 
text that he heard there raised his ire, how- 
ever. ‘‘Humph,” he growled. ‘ ‘Those 
who go down tothe sea in ships see the 
works of the Lord and His wonders on the 
deep.’ Very likely they do; but those who 
go down in schooners see h—].” 


‘* WE must draw the line somewhere, and 
might as weil begin here,” said President 
Arthur as he stepped out from camp in the 
Yellowstone Park, and made a cast for trout 
in the lake. 


It is said that ‘‘ change is the universal 
law,” but it don’t seem to apply, as a rule, 
to a paragrapher’s pocket-book. 


VEREKER’s little boy asked him the other 
day how many miners there were in Asia 
Minor. 


SOMETHING rather nobby—the top of a 
mountain range. 


MOUNTAINEERS may not have all the com- 
forts of life though they live high. 
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THE JUDGE. 





Blighted Affections. 


‘J want to sue aman for breach of prom- | 


ise,” said a maiden of the vintage of 1842, 
coming into a lawyer’s office. 


‘Very well, miss, state your case and | 


shall only be too happy to serve you.” 

‘* You see, sir, Augustus ‘'ompkins made 
love to me, and I trusted him with a wo- 
man’s contidence and love, sir; and et. ice 
cream when he asked me, and he told me I 
was the angel of his choice, and I called him 
*Gus.” and he told me four times consecu- 
tively that he would marrv me. Four times, 
sir, and then he married Mary Stevens, and 
my affections was blighted, and I want to 
get even with the mean thing and show that 
Stevens girl I won’ stand everything.” 

‘* Very commendable, indeed, miss. Now, 
about how much damage do you think you 
have sustained?” 

‘*T don’t know exactly how much it would 
be in dollars and cents, but I think as he 
blighted my affections by telling me four 
times he would marry me, that [ ought to 
have enough to git me some new clothes 
and to take a pleasure trip on. Say, vou put 
it down at four hnndred dollars, that’s only 
a hundred dollarsa blight. and [ think that’s 
little enough considerin’ my exploded hopes. 
Drat the men, I say.” 

Suit was brought for blights at 
blight. — Merchant Traveler. 


$100 a 


IF ever sosmall a corner of a 
stamp projects over the edge of 
wrapper the whole package l 
dead letter office. ‘Tons of papers are said 
to have been disposed of in this manner. Of 
course, no notice of this has ever been of- 
ficially communicated to the public. How 
much better it is to live in a free country 
than under such a despotism as England, 
where every man’s mail matter is considered 
sacred, no matter how humble a subject he 
may be.—Milton News. 


A worsE balked with a man in Buffalo 
the other day, and he sat there in his buggy 
nine hours before the animal moved on. He 
was a house painter working by the day, and 
would have put in another hour if necessary. 
—Detroit Free Press. 


postage 
a newspaper 
sent to the 


Tue Harvard ‘‘ annex” for women is em- 
inently successful. ‘Two ladies out of a class 
of five have become engaged to their teach- 
ers, and another is permitting the young 
professor to swing on her father’s gate— 
Chicago Inter-Ocean. 


‘‘] TELL you,” said the bad boy, confi- 
dently, to a group of youthful friends, ‘* my 
mother may seem small—don’t believe she’d 
weigh more than I do, in her stocking feet 
—but her slippers is heavy, though, you 
bet! "— Lowell Citizen. 


IN nine cases out of ten the 
newspaper reporter, no matter what part of 
the country they may be located in, repre- 
sents the progress, intelligence and pov- 
erty of the country.—(Galveston News. 


AN enterprising exchange has the follow- 
ing item: ‘*A dog killed a woman near 
Scott’s hill on Sunday. Further particulars 
next week.—Hurftford Post.” 

ALASKA girls have atrick of cutting but- 
ton holes in their upper lips. But no Alaska 
man has yet had the nerve to sew a button 
on his wife’s lower lip.— Boston Post. 


American | . . . ‘ 
rican | been prophesying snow for this climate? 
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Two of a Kind. 


I TOOK my girl one moonlight night, 
And walked down to the ferry; 

I asked her if I’d get a man 
To row us in a wherry. 


‘*She did not care,” she sweetly lisped; 
Her wont was my own pleasure; 

I asked her if she’d have some cream— 

a al ' 

She did not care! Ihe treasure! 


I asked her if she’d ride or walk; 
‘*Do which you think is better!” 

All right, Ithought, she wants to walk— 
You bet your boots I let her. 


So everything that I'd suggest 
She’d do just as I wanted; 

We were, I thought, both of one mind— 
The thought my spirit haunted. 


‘‘ What is this silent power,” quoth she 
‘* Which makes us both like minded ?” 
‘*T really cannot tell, my dear ”’— 
The tears my eyes had blinded. 


‘*T cannot say what power it is 
Which has your wishes rusted, 
Sut for myself, dear Mary Jane, 
To tell the truth, ’m busted!” 
— Yonkers Statesman. 





Speculating in Futures. 





‘‘] HAVE something here which should 
be in every Southern home,” he said, edging 
into the business man’s office, and bowing 
obsequiously. 

‘*Seat! you book-agent,” exclaimed the 
man addressed, and at the same time reaching 
for a paper-weight. 

‘* Sir!” said the intruder, drawing himself 
proudly up with an air of offended dignity, 
‘I am no book-agent.” 

‘* Well, map-peddler, then. 
a map.” 

‘*Maps! ha, ha! That’s good. I don’t 
know a map of North America from the de- 
sign of a dress-pattern,” and the man canu- 
tiously moved up nearer the desk. 

‘*What are you, then? What are you sell- 
ing, anyway. 

‘Sir, | am distributing that which, as the 
fall approaches and the winter months draw 
nearer, should be in the home of every man 
inthe South. I am selling sleigh-bells.” 

‘*Sleigh-bells! Well I’ll be sand-blasted!”’ 
said the businessman, ‘*What do you mean 
by trying to sell sleigh-bells in this section 
of the country? Don’t you know that it 
never snows here?” 

‘*T know that’s the record in the past,” 
replied the sleigh-bell man gravely, ‘‘ but is 
it possible that you have never heard of 


I don’t want 


| Wiggins, the weather-prophet.” 


PHILADELPHIA ladies are learning base- | 


ball; one of them has caught her husband 


cial Bulletin. 


‘* Yes, I know all about Wiggins. Has he 


Why, he’s a fraud of the first water. Every- 
thing goes contrary to what he says.” 

‘‘It does, does it?” inquired the man, 
brightening up. 

‘* Certainly.” 

‘‘ Yes; well that’s what I dropped in here 
to see youabout. This Wiggins has just is- 
sued his new almanac, and in it he predicts 
a winter of unusual severity in the North, 
and one of extreme mildness in the South, 
torrid, in fact, and knowing his reputation 


| umbrellas and water-coolers. 


‘*N-no,” said the business man, ‘‘I guess 
I won’t take any.” 

‘* Only ten dollars a set.” 

‘* No, I don’t believe—” 

‘* Better take them now. It will be your 
last chance, because I’m going to start North 
next week.” 

‘‘ What are you going North for?” 

‘IT am going North to catch the fall trade 
for a large shipment of palm-leaf fans, sun- 
They will sell 


| like smoke, sir, and I must make hay while 


the sun shines. Can’t persuade you to buy 


some sleigh-bells? Well, good-day, sir.” — 
Texas Siftings. 





Double Duty for the Baggage Man. 


THe other day a woman shipped her hus- 
band’s remains and a dog over the Central. 
At Albany she appeared ut the door of the 
baggage car to see how they were getting 


| along. 





‘* How does he seem to be doing?” she 
asked with a sniff. 

“Who, the corpse?” 
gage master, kindly. 

‘““No, the dog.” 

“Oh, he’s comfortable,” 
gage man. 

‘* Anybody been sitting down on him?” 

‘*Who, the dog?” 

““No, the corpse.” 

‘*Certainly not,” answered the baggage 
man. 

** Does it seem cool enough in here for 
him?” 

‘** For who, the corpse?’ 

‘*No, the dog.” 

‘I think so,” grinned the baggage mas- 
ter. 

“Does the jolting appear to affect him 
any?” 

** Affect who, the dog?” 

‘““No, the corpse.” 

‘*] don’t believe it does.” 

“You'll keep an eye on him, won’t you?” 
she asked, wiping a tear away. ; 

**On who, the corpse?” 

‘““No, the dog.” 

And having secured the baggage man’s 
promise, she went back to her coach, ap- 
parently contented.—Cineinnati Saturday 
Night. 


inquired the bag- 


replied the bag- 


** You’RE about as near a fool as you can 
possibly be, Yeast Y exclaimed Crimsonbeak, 
becoming excited, while he and his neigh- 
bor were talking politics the other morning. 

** Yes, Mr. Crimsonbeak, I fully realize 
that I am altogether too near one to suit me. 
I guess I will move on. Good morning.”— 
Yonkers Statesman. 


‘*HuMPH! a self-made man, is he?” re- 


| joined Mrs. Yeast, who had evidently had 


| some experience 


for miscalculation, it behooves every South- | 


ern man to possess himself of at least one 
string of my elegant nickle-plated sleigh- 


| bells, that he may hear them jingling on his 
out several times already.—Boston Commer- | 





native heath for once in his life, at least. 
Will you have one or two strings?” 


with the gentleman in 
question; ‘‘well all I’ve got to say is that he’s 
a mighty poor workman!”— Yorkers States- 
man. 

‘* All things come to him who waits,” sadly 
remarked a tramp who dodged a brickbat 
and shuffled over a fence just in time to es- 
cape the eager jaws of a blear-eyed bull dog. 
—New York Commercial Advertiser. 

Victor HvGo is said to have sleek, soft 
fingers with small conical tips. Victor may 
never expect to become a first-class waiter, 
for we never saw one yet who was satisfied 
with small ‘‘ tips.” — Yonkers Statesman. 

WHEN Fogg was asked regarding the la- 
test additions to the English language, he 
said he would ask his wife. She always has 


| the last word.—Boston Transcript. 
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The Modern Boy’s Seven Ages. 





Mr. SHAKESPEARE says that a man has sev- 
enages, but in my opinion a boy has about ten 
of his own. He begins with his first pair of 
breeches and a stick horse, and climbs up 
by degrees to toy guns and firecrackers and 
breaking calves and billy-goats, and to sure- 
enough guns and pointer dog, and the 
looking-glass age when he admires himself 
and greases his hair, and feels of his downy 
beard, and then he joins a brass band and 
toots a horn, and then he reads novels 


writes perfumed notes to his girl. When 
his first love kicks him and begins to run 
with another fellow he drops into tne age of 
despair, and wants to go to Texas, or some 
other remote region, and sadly sings: 

‘* This world is all a fleeting show.” 

Boys are mighty smart now-a-days. They 
know as much at ten years as we used to 
know at twenty, and it is right hard for us to 
keep ahead of ‘em. One of these modern 
philanthrophists was telling my kinsman 
the other day how to raise his boy. ‘‘ Never 
whip him,” said he; ‘* Raise him on love and 
kin Rtas and reason,” and then he appealed 
to me ‘for endorsement. ‘‘And when that 
boy is about 12 years old,” said I, ‘‘do you 

o and talk to him and if possible persuade 
Fim not to whip his daddy. Tell him that 
it is wrong and unfilial and will injure his 
reputation in the community.” 

he modern boy is entirely too bigity.— 
Bill Arp in Atlanta Constitution. 





Always His Luck. 


He boarded the St. Clair River boat yes- 
terday morning with his wife and five chil- 
dren, and the family were not yet seated 
when he began: 

‘* Now, Sarah, I'll bet you 
to hook that wood-shed door! 

‘Mercy on me, but so I did!” she gasped. 

‘Just as I expected—just exactly; we’ll 
get home and find the house cleaned out or 
in ashes. Never mind, though, it would 
serve us just right!” 

The boat had not yet started when one of 
the boys who insisted on some gymnastics 
with a chair fell to the deck and set up a 
squall. 

‘** Broke both arms or [’ma sinner!” shout- 
ed the father. ‘‘I told you he’d do it if 
we let him come along, and now he’s a crip- 
ple for life!” 

It was, however, discovered that the 
youngster had sustained nothing more se- 
rious than a skinned nose, and peace was 
restored and continued until his wife sud- 
denly discovered that she had lost her 
watch. 

‘¢ Of course—of course!” growled the hus- 
band. ‘‘ There goes $125 of my hard earn- 
ings! I knew you’d have it stolen before 
you had gone a rod.” 

“‘ But perhaps I left it on the bureau.” 

** Well, it will be lugged off before night, 
just the same. Serves you right for bull- 
dozing me a whole month to make this in- 
fernal excursion. What ails that woman’s 
baby?” 

“I declare if it hasn’t got the whooping 
cough!” 

‘Of course—of course; and not one of 
your children ever had it! You'll have 


$50 you forgot 


business on your hands for the next six 


” 


wecks! 


The next half hour passed peacefully | 


enough. Then somebody observed that a 
m2n whose gaze was fixed on the water prob- 
ably contemplated suicide. 


and | 
falls in love and rides a prancing horse and 














THE JUDGE. 


‘«T expected nothing else!” exclaimed the 
, I 8 
disconsolate husband, ‘‘ but maybe he will | 


listen to reason.” 

Going over to the stranger he laid a hand 
on his shoulder and brusquely inquired: 

‘‘Sir! do you mean to jump into the 
lake?” 

“Yes, cir!” 
looked up. 

** Just so—exactly—I suspected as much. 
You'll utter a yell as you go over and kick 
up all the lottery you a, 7 presume. ” 

“« Yes, sir.” 

“‘ And my wife will faint away and every 
young “un howl like an Injun! I'll give you 
a dollar to go over on the sly.” 

‘* No, sir,—not for a thousand.” 

‘* Haven’t you any feelings for a man who 
has had steamboats and fish and rivers and 
lakes and flats pounded into him for three 
months? ” 

‘None, sir.‘ 

‘* And won’t five dollars bribe you?” 

**It won’t.” 

‘‘Then go ahead with your oration and 
death yell! Make all the fuss you will! 
Splatter around in the water as long as you 
possibly can, and fix your eyes on my family 
when you go down the last time! 
had any other kind of luck, and I’m going 
down to the saloon and get drunk prepara- 
tory to a biler explosion! Good-by, old 
feller; serves me right, and I don’t com- 


was the reply as the man 


| plain.” 


When he was helped ashore at the Flats 
he was weak in the knees and limber in his 
spirit. Gathering his family around him he 
continued: 

‘«Sheven, eight, nine, ten, “leven, twelve. 
Why, bless my stars! I only had five chil- 
dren when we left Detroit, an’ now I’ve got 
ten! Juss my luck—juss ’i ’spected! oe 
watch—whoopin’ cough—suicide ten shil- 
dren—whoop: Sherves me jus’ rize!”—De- 
troit Free Press. 





‘Oh, where do you hide you, my four-leafed 
clover? 

I turned the curl'd grasses over and over. 

To find is good fortune, and leads to my lover; 

O, clover, sweet clover, your covert discover!” 


Intently she seeks through the odorous grasses, 
And hears the footstep that cautiously passes. 
‘* At last I have found you, my four-leafed clover!” 
She rises—to meet the fond gaze of her lover. 

— Philadelphia News. 


“* Way, Mr. Smith!” exclaimed the young | 


lady, ‘‘ what’s that on your lip?” ‘ That!— 
oh, thath a moustache. It hathn’t been 
growing long. It ithn’t long enough to 
bite!” And Mr. Smithers made adesperate 
effort to twist one end of it into his mouth. 
‘‘Ah, then there’s no necessity of being 
afraid of it?” said the young Jady, demurely 
drawing closer. And Mr. 8S: ithers didn’t 
know what she meant.—Oil Ci y Blizzard. 


THE boy who bit into a green apple re- 
marked with a wry face, ‘“‘’T was ever thus 
in childhood—sour.”—Somerville Jour. 


RUPTURE 


RELIEVED and CURED without the injury Trusses inflict, by 
Dr. J. A. SHERMAN’S method. Office, 21 Broadway, New Yor 
His book, with photographic likenesses of bad cases, before and 
after cure, mailed for 10 cents. 








Send one. two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the 
best candies in the world, put up in 
handsome boxes. All strictly pure. 
Suitable for presents. Try it once. 

Address, 


C. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison &t.. Chicago 


ACARD. _ 


To all suffering from the errors and indiscretions of youth, ner- 
vous weakness, early decay, loss of manhood, &c., I will send a 
recipe that will cure, FREE OF CHARGE. This great remedy 
was discovered by a missionary in South America. Send self- 
addressed envelope to Rev. JOSEPH T. INMAN, Station D, N. Y. 





I never | 











“* T owe my 
Restoration 
to Health 
and Beauty 
to the 
CUTICURA 





Testimonial! of a Bowe 
ton lady. 
Pee Humors, Humillating Eruptions, Itching Tor- 
tures, Scrofula, Salt-Rheum, and Infantile Humors cured by 
the CuTicuRa REMEDIES. 

CuTicuRA RESOLVENT, the new blood 
blood and perspiration of impurities an 
and thus removes the cause. 

Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and In- 
flammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sores, 
and restores the Hair. 

CuTicura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet ul- 
site, prepared from Cuticura, is indispensable in treating Skin 
pnoeeen, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Sun-Burn and Greasy 
Skin. 

CUTICURA REMEDIES are absolutely pure, and the only infallible 
Blood Purifiers ana Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price—Cuticura, 30 cents; soap. B cents; 
Resolvent, $1. Potrer DrvuG aND CHEMICAL Co. Boston, Mass. 


urifier, cleanses the 
poisonous elements, 





BEHNING 


FIRST CLASS 
Grand Square é& Upright 


PIAWNos. 
Warerooms : 16 E. 44th St. & 129 E. 126th St. 


Factory, N. E. corner 124th st. and Ist ave., New York. 


SHERMAN, NOBLE & C0., 


IMPORTERS AND RETAIL DEALERS I” 


BLACK GOODS 


OF ALL KINDS. 


Black Silks at the very Lowest Prices. 


Sherman, Noble & Co. 
No. 38 W. 23d St. 





PERFECTION 
MAGIC LANTERNS 
AND VIEWS ON ALL SUBJECTS. 
STEREOPTICON EXHIBITIONS 
TO ORDER—TERMS MODERATE, 

On Lawns, in Parlors, Churches, Fairs, ete, 


Electric Stereopticon Advertising Co., 
185 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. 
JAKOBI « HART, Proprietors. 

Buy the Best. 


HE only practical Fountain Pen ever Invented is the LAN- 
- CASTE A. ee bini = v at oO 
rson's handwriting. eanliness—no leakage. waysready. 
ill last for years. Fitted with Gold Pen. _ . 
THE LANCASTER FOUNTAIN PEN Co., 
All kinds of Fountai 1 Styl ee home siaiea, —— 
nds of Fountain and Stylographic Pens re re - 
ed and exchanged. t@ The A. T Cross Business Pencil ouly a5 
cents by mai 





















FIRE EXTINGUISHER. 


S.F. HAYWARD, Gea/ Agen! 
407 Broadway N.Y. City. 


Take Notice. 


a 50c. (in stamps) 200 Elegant Sera, piceueen, sere 
. . aesau st., N.Y. 











5 Se a s -s s-  t 


—— 









































 -. zB CANOLL, 
COMMISSION 
Grain and Provisions, 
76 Broadway and 9 New Street, N.Y. 


ORDERS EXE 
WALKER 


UTED THROUGH 


GEO. C Chicago, Ills. 


ELDREDGE & CO., 
YOUNG BROTHERS Toledo, 
C. A. KING & CO., 
A. KENT & CO., St Louis, Mo. 
T. ANDERSON & CO 
D. R. FRANCIS & BRO 
GILLETT HALL, Detroit, Mich. 


Margins deposited with Farmers’ Loan & Trust Co., N. Y. 
7 / +> USE <+ yang 


LES. COBLH’S 


Ohio. 


a’s First Manicure. 


whitens the hands. 
. 


] polish in the world. 












Softens 
Removes ink and fruit stains. 


Cures hang nails. 
Fincer Nats BeauTtirieD RY 6 THorovuGn MANICURES. 


MRS, PRAY, Sole Agent for the above Goods, 





Orders by Mail Receive Prompt Attention. For Sale Everywhere. 
Manufactured only by MRS. MARY E. COBB, Amer 
Principal Wholesale Depot, 69 W. 23d St., N.Y. 





Manicare Ek-o Soap.—The finest toilet and complexion soap made, 


Vel-yeen Face Fowder.—Warranted absolutely harmless. 


Bran-o Nail Powder.—Most brilliant foger nm 


| Zan-tie,-—Bleaches finger nails. 


, Pan-za Cream. 


Positive Cure is HAY FEVER. 
aT For twenty-five years I have been severe 
ELY’S ly afflicted with Hay-Fever. While suffer 
ing intensely I was induced to try ELY’S 


CREAM BALM, 


> | CosmeNe Cherri-lip.—For tinting finger nails, lips and cheeks. 


CREAM BALM, and the effect was marvel 
mus. It enabled me to perform my pastor 
FOR al duties without the slightest pote ge 
ence, and have escaped a return attac 
Rose Cold. yronounce Ely’s ¢ ree am erst a cure for 
ay -Fever. WM. T RR, 
Presbyterian P aly E tiizabe th, N. J. 


Apply by the little finger into the nos 
trils It will be absorbed, effectually 
cleansing the nasal passages of catarrhal 
virus, causing healthy secretions, It allays 
inflammation, protects the membrinal lin 
ings of the head from additional colds, 
completely heals the sores and restores the 
sense of taste and smell. Beneficial results 
are realized by a few applications, A thor 
ough treatment will cure Unequaled for 





colds in the head. Agreeable to use. Send 
for circular for information and reliable 
testimonials. Will deliver by mail. ® cts 


a package 
ELy’s CREAM BaLm Co. 


Stamps. 


, Owego, N. Y. 





Read’s 3-Ml -_ Headache and Neuralgia Cure never Fails 
nt by mail on receipt of 3 cts. 


ts. 
W. 4H. READ, Baltimore and Light Sts., Baltimore, Md. 





INSTITUTE. 
Establishedix 1872 forthe cure 
of Cancer, Aus: nors, Licers, 
Scrotuia, and Skin Diseases, 
without the use of knife or loss of blood and little 
pain. For information, circulars and To Gon il 
address Dr. F’. L. POND, Aurora, Kane Co, 


BOW TO WIN AT CARDS, DICE, &@ 
ASURE THINC! SentFree 

to Anyone. manufacture and 
keep coustantly on handoveryarticie 
known to the Sporting Fraternitr, 
and used by them to WIN with in 
games ofch mnes Kyi rmy mam- 
a CRS orcallinper. 
SUYDan. 466 67 Nassau Ste Now York City. 







teal 


MORPHINE HABIT, 
No pay tiil ec red. Ten 
years established, 1,000 
cured. State case. Dr. 
Marsh, Guay, Mich. 


~ Columbi: a Bicycle 
Is what every Boy wants, and what every 
Man ought to have 
Send 3-cent stamp for new, ele gantly illustra 
ted 36-page Catalogue and Price Lis 


THE POPE MANUFACTURING (CO., 
£26 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 
New York Riding School, 34th st., 





near 3d av. 


CAN NOW GRASP A FORTUNE. 
Outfit worth @1@free. Address 
E. G. RIDEOUT & CO., 10 Barclay st., N. Y. 





THE JUDGE. 


Boys of the Old Kind. 


WHEN any man who has been a boy him- | 
self attemps to put on dignity and take the 


boys of the present day 
tic knee because they indulge in ‘* idiotic 
enthusiasm,” he strikes the Irish in us, and 
the red hair snaps like stroking the fur of a 
cat the wrong way. Let the editor so in- 
clined look back twenty-five years and think 


across his journalis- 


| of the deviltry that was going on among the 


and a log of wood. 


| Cough Syrup 


boys at that time, and compare it with the 
quiet of to-day. Twenty-five years 
boys never thought of paving to go to a 
show, but crawled up to the windows on 
boards, and got in; and the audience could 
consider itself in luck if they didn’t raise 
the roof. 

The boys of a quarter of a centry azo 
were regular cowboys compared with your 
truly good boys of the present day. Why, 


ago 


man, don’t you remember when a Sunday 
morning in summer would have seemed 
tame indeed if the people on the way to 


church did not find a procession of fifty 
wagons on Main street, placed there the 
night before by the “boys.” Don’t you 
mind how every wagon contained a crockery 
crate, with a dog inside, and each cage la- 
beled with the name of some rare animals 
caught in the jungles or lassoed on the plains 
of Venenzuela by Indians? Of course your 
great mind can go back to the time when 
every sign in town that was not printed on 
stone, or cut in marble in the sidewalk, would 
appear in the wrong place in the morning, 
and you can recall how the long-faced citi- 
zens, who could not see any fun in such 
monkey-work, said the boys would all fetch 
up in State prison. We have watched the 
State-prison records for a quarter of a cen- 
tury, and nota single name of those 
recorded in any prison, but we can point 
out fifteen of them who occupy high posi- 
tions in all branches of business. There are 
lawyers, as good as the State can produce, 
among these noctural menagerie-organizers 
and smoke-house movers of the olden time. 

There is a judge of a Western State who 
used to make a specialty of putting zebra 
stripes on white dogs, with a black brush. 

His decisions are said to be marked with 
no evidence that he ever worked half the 
night to carry the northwest corner of a 
smoke-house around a block to have it ready 
in the morning. Thereis a capitalist living 
in this city who helped to place a 200-hun- 
dred pound wooden boot, stolen from the 
front of a shoe store, upon a school house at 
Whitewater one night, but the exercise did 
him good, and nobody was harmed.— Peck’s 
Sun. 

A GENTLEMAN was looking at a horse the 
other day, with a view of. purchasing him, 
when the animal struck out with one of his 
hind legs and kicked the intended buver into 
a woodpile. Although the owner offered to 
split the difference, the would-be purchaser 
was satisfied with having split his shin bone 
—~Milton News. 


bovs is 


‘*T UNDERSTAND that you referred to me 
as a pig, sir,” remarked a pompous elderly 
gentlemen whorhad spoken disparagingly of 
him toa third person. ** You have been mis- 
informed, sir,” replied the young man; ‘I 
hope I know better than to refer to a person 
of your advanced age as a pig.” — Rochester 


Post- Expre SS. 


When others are suffering, drop a word of kindness and sym 


pathy. If they are suffering from a cold, give them Dr. Bull's 


a few doses of this valuable remedy will afford 


| instant relief, and a 25-cent bottle will cure the worst cough 








WITH 
FIVE DOLLARS 
nik adenaaectiin 
GOVERNMENT BOND, 


Which Bonds are issued and 
ernment, 


secured by the above German Gov- 
and are redeemable in drawings 


THREE TIMES ANNUALLY, 
Until each and every bond is drawn, 
rHE THREE HIGHEST PRIZES AMOUNT TO 


150,000, 90,000, and 60,000 Reichsmarks, 


And Bonds not drawing one of the above a draw a pre- 
mium of not less than 69 MARKS, as there are no blanks. 


ONE REICHSMARK EQUAL TO ABOUT 24 CENTS GOLD. 


The next drawing takes place on the 
Ist of November, 1883, 
Country orders sent in registered letter inclosing five dollars, 
will sccure one of these Bonds for the next drawing, Ist of No- 
vember. For circulars and other information address the 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 
207 Broadway, cor. Fulton st., N. Y. City. 
ESTABLISHED IN 1874 
above Government Bonds are not to be compared with 


and do not conflict with any of the 
edi States 


N. B.-In writing, please say that you saw this in THE JuDGE. 


The United States 





MUTUAL 





| 
i 


ACCIDENT 


ASSOCIATION, 
320 and 322 Broadway, 


Insures against Accidents at half 
the rates of Stock Companies. 


$70,000,000 eer in force. 


Not One Dollar of Indebtedness. 
CHAS. B. PEET, 
- (Of Rogers. Peet & Co. ), 
JAS. R. PIT¢ becotirng 


secretary. 


President. 


VASINO, BROADWAY AND 39TH ST, 
RUDOLPH ARONSON Manager. 
The handsomest and most unique Pp lace of amusement in the 
world. 
OE oo 
‘D MONTI 


STANDID ROOM ONLY 
of Johan ‘Strauss’ spect « Opera Comique. 
PRINCE METHUSALEM, 
resented by the 
McCAULL O ER A COMIQUE COMPANY, 

After perfcrmance grand pr« menade concert by ARONSON’S 
CASINO ORCH ESTR A on the beautiful re oof garden. Admission, 
including both entertainments, We. 
ws ANDARD THEATRE, 

BROOKS AN 4 2 KSON, Lessess and Managers. 

EVERY WING AND SATU RDAY. MATIN VEE. 
Sim’ Lp lay’s new Comic Opera, 
THE 
MERRY DUCHESS. 
MERRY DUCHESS. 

Characters by Messrs, H. E. Dixy, Ed. Connell, J. E. Nash, W. 

os an pah ire, W. Forrester, Mme. Selina Dolaro, Misses Louise 
ster, Je an Delmar,4%. Hummel, &e. 

Commences at 8:15. Carriages may be ordered at 10:30. 

Box office open from 9 A. M. until 10 P. M. 

TIBLO’S GARDE BROADWAY. 
iY POOLE AND tL: MORE, Proprietors and Managers. 
MATINEE TO-DAY. 

MATINEE TO-DAY 

MATINEE TO-DAY OPENS AT 1:30, 
MATINEE TO-DAY 

MATINEE TO-DAY 

MATINEE TO-DAY BEGINS AT 2 
MATINNE TO-DAY 

MATINEE TO-DAY 

MATINEE TO-DAY OVER AT 4:20. 
MATINEE ahaa: 

MATINEI 


ro-D 
KIR tury BROTHEL, GRAND SPECTACLE, 
EXCELSIOR, 
EXCELSIOR, 
EXCELSIOR, 
THE GREATEST SUCCESS EVER RECORDED IN AMERICA, 
NOW PLAYING TO CROWDED HOUSES EVERY PERFORM- 
NCE 


A 
AGENTS WANTED Sih ree 
E ever invented Vill knita a palr 


ILY KNITTING MAC 


of Stockings with HI LS and TOE COMPL ETE in TWE! 
minutes. It will “ » knit a gre nod - are Me! enage Work, for 
which there is alw ire adv me » id for circular and 
terms to the TW OMB LY KNITTING MACHINE Cc OMPANY, 163 
Tremont street, Boston. 
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HOW IT LOOKED INSIDE. 























~ 


* 
3 : , 2 " 
. bate - % =) ’ xg 
co ab yt , 
net fp - & { 4 = . . 
: rent t vy} 




















& ‘ on, { 3 | RR) 
& : 
2 zi —— : 
3 Sees gre aa : 
- ¥; wees. Se 
~ AAA © THR HUNT FOR THE POOL ROOM. THEY CAME HOME LOOKING AS IF THEY HAD FOUND THE GAMBLERS ~ 
HOW COMSTOCK RAIDED CONEY ISLAND. 
AS USUAL. 
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